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Of Karmicsome sin; a flower killed a flaw
Of tainting touch, of somakala
Entempled mid-waters hiding hid sky.
Vibrant swan thud
For a plop of bud.
Swanbirth! more Kasi! more Tillai to eye!
'Aren't I born then from some terminus?'
The sperm-head wondered in its headiness!
Cholas chose to pillar this crowning site;
Did Lord then con the king or did sport a gait?
Till His feet pinked red-tired for Tamil's sake
To marry Truth and Beauty
As it were His duty
For Beauty's listing servitors in its wake!
The head towered above the seven-span bole.
Can unicorn Kali step in his sole?
Beats the heart secure in conservatory
Of semi-wakeful coils of snake-bed hoary.
Tears, tears idle, gush from the fount of eyes.
Drops of brine in chank-whites
In sol-purified lights
Agleam from four and sixty ghats in guise.
Kamalalayam, perennial abode; Devasrayam, Devasabha show'd; A grand assemblage in violent birth; Pure mouths addressing the ears of Earth; Chanting a pious strain to the festive eye Of the Regal Dancer Fairtial hity dynamic of mazhii in thy palm. happenings in a divine city Are as if. agenda'd in a tavern Where light and shade diffuse refulgently On pigmented wallface as flame auburn. association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
